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What is superstition? Write 3 superstitious beliefs in your own home language. The teacher asks three to four learners to explain some of the beliefs in their home languages. During reading: Questions What is the poem about? What makes the narrator feel scared of the lion? Quote a line that shows that the narrator is terrified of the owl. Post reading: Teacher activity: Learner activity: The teacher reads the poem once. After reading the poem once, the teacher distributes the poem to the learners.   
Learners listen. 
The teacher asks two volunteers to read the poem for detail. Two volunteers read the poem. The rest of the learners read as well but in silence. After reading, learners answer post reading questions written on the chalk board.  
This is individual work thus learners answer questions in their exercise books.  
The teacher asks three learners to answer questions. The teacher asks learners to justify opinions. 
Three learners answer questions. In addition, learners justify their different points of view.  The teacher writes stanza one on the chalk board and instructs learners to interpret it. The teacher gives different pairs a stanza to interpret in pairs. 
In pairs, learners interpret the given stanza in 15 minutes. 




work on one stanza. After the time is up, the teacher invites two pairs to present on each stanza. 
learner writes the presentation that would form poem interpretation. 
 For further explanation, the teacher probes in order to iron out any unclear interpretation from the other pairs. The teacher also clarifies any other thorny issues. 
The other remaining pairs add on, clarify and explain figures of speech that other pairs might have missed. 

















 Scavenging dogs (This poster was used for the analysis of the third stanza as well)  CONTENT:  A baby was dumped on a rubbish heap. A boy sees dogs fighting over a ‘bundle’ and throws a brick chasing them away. 
KEY TERMS (VOCABULARY): Scavenging, smothered, squirming, scarlet, mutilated, untrampled, fangs and glittering.  TEACHER ACTIVITIES: LEARNER ACTIVITIES: Pre-reading: Poster viewing. Teacher asks questions based on the picture. What is the dog doing, are scenes like these familiar in our townships? Where do you think the dog is taking the baby?  What do you think happened later?   
 





Next the teacher distributes an article about a dog saving a dog. The teacher asks how they feel after the article. 
Learners read the article. Learners describe their feelings after reading the article. 
 LESSON DEVELOPMENT: Teacher distributes copies of the poem. Teacher reads the poem once.  Teacher asks what the poem is about. 
Learners listen as the teacher reads the poem. One learner reads. Learners respond by write what the poem is about.  POST READING: Teacher puts learners in groups of six for analysis and interpretation. The teacher instructs learners to identify unfamiliar words and these are written on the board. 
In groups, learners read the poem again.  One individual facilitates discussion. Learners take turns to speak and give their own views. 
 
Translanguaging use:  The teacher tells learners to discuss in their own language, fully explain figures of speech, mainly similes and metaphors to get clarity. After discussion, learners write.  Presentation after writing in English During presentation, for clarity, vernacular can be used but the chalkboard summary will be written in English. The teacher draws the learners’ 




attention pointing out that stanza two is a simile and thus to fully explain what the speaker means. Including reference to a gigantic sore.     
Explain the metaphor. Stanza four  Describe what the boy decides to do and discovering the ‘bundle.’ Stanza five How is the mother described and what emotions are invoked in you? Two volunteers per group present. Other members support. Another group present if presentation is not satisfactory. Teacher explains further and provides clarification where necessary. Homework:  Answering questions based on the poem. Learners write social challenges that are affecting South Africa in our present day. Teacher invites learners to write   poems, stories, and design posters about challenges experienced due to social challenges faced. 
 








Props and costumes: the teacher provided a stethoscope for the doctor, attire for the street kid, doctor and the policeman and foodstuff for the fruit and vegetable corner.   The teacher just gave the story line to the actors, which was as follows: A small boy steals something from a supermarket. He is arrested. The arrest resulted in the boy being moved from one government department to the other until he is send to a reformatory school in Diepkloof for young offenders, where he dies. This is the introduction to the poem. TEACHER ACTIVITY: LEARNER ATTIVITY: Teacher distributes placards on which is written the many professions to be acted out.  
Place placards at their respective offices where the boy would be taken to. 
Teacher tells the actors to arrange their various offices and puts the fruit and vegetables in the corner. 
Actors prepare, dress according to their roles and act out. 
Pre-reading questions after acting:  What is happening in the play? What stood out for you in the play? How many government departments was the boy taken to and name them? Do you think being moved from one department to the other helped the boy? Justify. Of these which one is really helpful to the boy, why? 
After acting out individual answers, report back. 
 




learner reads. Teacher asks learners to analyse stanza one in pairs before moving on to the next stanza. 
Analysis of stanza one in pairs before feedback. 
Interpretation of the rest of the stanza follows. The teacher realises that the poem is lengthy thus waiting for the whole poem to be interpreted might mean that learners with a short attention span become listless, disturbed and literally shut off. Thus teacher stops after 10 to 15 minutes for report back. 
 Report back after each stanza is done. 
Teacher moves about checking how learners are faring. Working per stanza provides a guideline. 
After report back, learners write the summary in their exercise books. 




























































4.2.3 Multimodal and translanguaging lesson:  Poem: “An Abandoned Bundle” by Oswald Mtshali Introduction: Picture viewing   





































 Poster 1 
















Poem written by a learner 




















































learners. The learners were not given a list to choose from but were purely articulating their views. Hence, in some instances only one learner could voice his/her own perspective quite differently to the rest of the participants. The number in brackets is the number of learners’ responses. “When An Owl Hoots Above My Hut “  by W Mzelemu  Comments about the poem: Comments about pedagogy: (18) The poem is easy because we know superstition in our home language, everyone understand this.  
(1) Working in groups is better than working alone because people have different views.  
(7) I really like the poem.  (2) I don’t think the introduction linked with the poem in that the question was about superstitions in our culture and because the poem does not require superstition about the owl. (2) I don’t believe in superstition because it’s not true. The poem taught nothing, I did not like the poem because an owl has unpleasant looks so it is not enjoyable.  
(9) Thought an owl has unpleasant looks,  the poem is not nice or enjoyable and that the owl is associated with witchcraft. 




 4.3.2.2“The Train”         by Emily Dickinson Most learners stated that they found the poem difficult and confusing because, and I quote: “Its English was like during William Shakespeare’s time. I did not like the poem.” Most sentiments expressed were that because of the difficult words, it was really difficult to analyse, hence the learners became demotivated. Another learner said “it was difficult to actually interpret piece by piece alone, asserting that “having a class discussion about this poem made it a bit easier because people made different analysis and I was able to put pieces together.”  Thus, learners stated that they did not understand “some of the writing in the poem,”    finding the English old, boring and not Grade 10 level. The table below is an analysis of participants’ reflections on the poem, providing the varied reasons for not being interested in the poem. The views are from participants who returned their diary entries. Reflection about the poem: Subject/strategy: (11) Stated that  when they were given the poem, did not really like it, simply lost interest because they did not understand it. 
(4) Just reading the poem for the first time was very confusing. 
(4) A few said they hate poems because they are filled with extended metaphors, they are just complicated, and so they altogether lose interest and never took time to analyse during lesson delivery. 
(18) The poem was difficult because of the old English words, there were many difficult words. 
(5) Thought that the poem was very suitable for their grade even though the English is old but it was very good.  
 (2) I like the poem because it is about a train, because I use a train every day.  




but was good to exercise people’s minds. Did not find the poem interesting and would not be able to interpret it during an examination. 








  The table below shows comments by participants  and the number of learners with similar views. Comments about pedagogy use of pictures, pair interpretation and group discussions  Most learners acknowledged that discussion was an excellent idea.   
Comments about understanding poem and reaction to abandoning the baby (13) said the mother was young and could not take care of the baby thus circumstances forced her to dump it in order to survive. (11) stated the mother was cruel and evil and thus do not view her as innocent,-taken literally. (1) One learner said an abandoned bundle should also be acted out. (This was after acting out the last poem.)  
Reaction towards the baby’s plight: Most learners sympathised with the infant stating that they were saddened. Reaction to the dog’s action: It was sad, heart melting that the baby was mutilated (11). More often in groups learners end up discussing issues not related to the task and thus time wasting.            (4) 
(9) learners were hurt because not everyone is comfortable seeing a torn baby. 
 Comments on the use of pictures: Most learners said the use of pictures was good and made them understand the poem. 





Comments on using translanguaging: Not all learners found translanguaging useful. Difficult and time consuming (5). Writing in English is very easy  Using own home language is quite easy and useful during poetry analysis (7). 
 
(3) Stated apartheid was a cruel system because the death is a result of poverty. 








        Comments about acting: Comments on understanding poetry: Acting was fun, helpful, and interesting (9). In addition to acting, we should recite poems instead of reading                                      (3). 
 
Poems would be easily understood if acted more often (16). 
 





Comments about translanguaging: Felt translanguaging was helpful when discussing (16).            
 















































































Poem                                                                                                                              APPENDIX A 
‘’When an Owl Hoots Above my Hut’’ by W.B Mzelemu 
My friend let me tell you my life, 
From the bottom to the top, 
That when he visit me, 
That’s when my heart is up. 
 
Slumber is a fright, 
‘Cause his coming is unknown, 
And when he comes, silently like a thief in the night, 
My joy is stolen. 
 
When he hoo-hoots high, 
My dongas tremble cold, 
And death is what I cough, 
As he annoys my body cold. 
 
He is wise, savage witch 
Who wears the mask of the night. 
He teases sleeping toddlers awake 
With his high screeching. 
 
Mounted deeply in his dislike-face, 
His goggled, unkindly eyes have seen 
The ruins he has done, 







Poem                                                                                                                                  APPENDIX B 
‘The Train’’ by Emily Dickinson 
I like to see it lap the miles,                                                                                                                                                 
And lick the valleys up,                                                                                                                                       
And stop to feed itself at tanks;                                                                                                                                   
And then, prodigious, step 
 
Around a pile of mountains,                                                                                                                                                 
And, supercilious, peer                                                                                                                                                  
In shanties by the sides of the roads;                                                                                                                           
And then a quarry pare 
 
To fit its sides, and crawl between,                                                                                                    
Complaining all the while                                                                                                                                                      
In horrid, hooting stanza;                                                                                                                                                                                 
Then chase itself down the hill 
 
The neigh like Boanerges;                                                                                                                                     
Then, punctual as the star,                                                                                                                                  
Stop- docile and omnipotent-                                                                                                                                        









Poem                                                                                                                                  APPENDIX C 
‘’An Abandoned Bundle’’ by Oswald Mtshali 
The morning mist                                                                                                                                                          
And the chimney smoke of White City Jabavu                                                                                                                   
Flowed thick yellow                                                                                                                                                         
As pus oozing                                                                                                                                                            
From a gigantic sore 
 
It smothered our little houses                                                                                                                                  
Like fish caught in a net.                                                                                                                               
Scavenging dogs                                                                                                                                                     
Draped in red bandanas of blood                                                                                                                            
Fought fiercely                                                                                                                                                                         
For a squirming bundle 
 
I threw a brick;                                                                                                                                                           
They bared fangs                                                                                                                                                           
Flicked velvet tongues of scarlet and scurried away,                                                                             
Leaving a mutilated corpse-                                                                                                                                                        
An infant dumped on a rubbish heap-                                                                                                                      
“O! Baby in the Manger                                                                                                                                           
Sleep well                                                                                                                                                                             
On human dung.” 
 
Its mother                                                                                                                                                                            
Had melted in the rays of the rising sun,                                                                                                                
Her face glittering with innocence                                                                                                                         




Poem                                                                                                                                  APPENDIX D 
‘’To a small boy who died at Diepkloof Reformatory’ by Alan Paton 
Small offender, small innocent child 
With no conception or comprehension 
Of the vast machinery set in motion  
By your trivial transgression, 
Of the great forces of authority,  
Of judges, magistrates, and lawyers, 
Psychologists, psychiatrists, and doctors, 
Principals, police, and sociologists,  
Kept moving and alive by your delinquency, 
This day and under the shining sun 
Do I commit your body to the earth 
Oh child, oh lost and lonely one. 
 
Clerks are moved to action by your dying; 
Your documents, all neatly put together, 
Are transferred from the living to the dead, 
Here is the document of birth 
Saying that you were born, and where and when, 
But giving no hint of joy or sorrow,  
Or if the sun shone, or if the rain was falling, 
Or what bird flew singing over the roof  
Where your mother travailed. And here your name 
Meaning in white man’s tongue, he is arrived, 
But to what end or purpose is not said. 
 
Here is the last certificate of Death; 
Forestalling authority he sets you free, 




And are enfolded in the sole embrace 
Of kindness that earth ever gave to you. 
So negligent in life, in death belatedly 
She pours her bounty on the quavering wood 
And swaddles you about, where neither hail nor tempest, 
Neither wind nor snow nor any heat of sun 
Shall now offend you, and the thin cold spears  
Of the Highveld rain that once so pierced you 
In falling on your grave shall press you closer  
To the deep repentant heart. 
 
Here is the warrant of committal, 
For this offence, oh small and lonely one,  
For this offence in whose commission 
Millions of men are in complicity 
You are committed. So do I commit you, 
Your frail body to the waiting ground,  
Your dust to the dust of the veld, - 
Fly home-bound soul to the great Judge –President 
Who unencumbered by the pressing need  
To give society protection, may pass on you 
The sentence of the indeterminate compassion. 




 APPENDIX E : Data Set 3 Question 1: What did you find useful in learning poems in your home language?  [84 responses] • The interpretation was a lot easier                                                                       • I was able to understand the poem better                                                          • I was able to answer some of the questions the teacher asked in class     • Using home language in learning poems was useful to me because some things you got to switch off the English                                                                                                                                                • Using home language helps me to express what I want to say or feel more effectively and it helps me to say exactly what I want to say                                                         • I find it useful by knowing what the poem is about and what the lesson is                      • I was able to use imagination                                                                                            • It was good because we were able to define words in our home language              • People pay more attention                                                                                                 • Using home language helped me understand better because the actors were able to express themselves and expression show the emotion behind the story                   • Acting in home language was incredible, that is how I want (to) interpret poetry • It is easier to voice your thoughts and feelings                                                                • It also gives you a sense of freedom                                                                                   • Thoughts came flooding in                                                                                                   • I was able to put thoughts more efficiently                                                                     • I was able to place myself (imaginative learning) in the shoes of those the poem was about which made me connect with each and every emotion                                     •   Using home language was interesting because I got the chance to first explain the poem in my language to understand it properly and then I would translate    • Using home language to interpret was really helpful because all my ideas “came” in my home language. But first writing your interpretation was unnecessary work  • When we discuss in our home languages we speak good because we know our languages                  




• It is fun to learn poetry  in your home language  Question 2: The following is what need to be changed [84 responses] • Acting out more poems instead of one. • We should have more visual presentations. • The kind of poems we do. • Poetry should be made more fun. • Interpreting in books. We are supposed to recite. • There is many of us in one class and so others tend to make noise. • We should start learning poems in home language. 
• The level of poems we use, sometimes it’s hard. Nothing needs to be changed                                                               (37). • Question 3: Was there anything you found interesting and which helped you in poetry learning? [84 responses] • Yes I enjoyed mostly the acting that was done in class seeing what you are taught helps you understand better than when you hear someone describing something (for me)                                                                                                                                  • Discussing using posters is a little bit easier                                                           • Acting out the poem made much more clearer images of the poem than just reading on paper                                                                                                              




language. • Mixing languages and performing because it gets to your heart and get to enjoy poetry better and it’s not boring. •  Mixing languages because it is much easy for some of us who do not know to speak English.  
• Mixing languages and performing because I am able to reflect more on the poems as well as having fun is a great way of learning. Question 5: In your view, is mixing languages during interpretation and oral discussions with your peers helpful in understanding poetry?[ 84 responses] • Yes because they explain other words in English in our home language so you get to understand better that way. • Oral discussions are not helpful because at times we end up talking about something else that is not based on the poem. • Yes it is helpful because sometimes there are words you don’t understand then when you explain in your home language you understand easily. • You get a clear message of what the poet tries to say. • You get to understand better instead of cracking your head. • Yes because you get to hear different opinions about a single line and it broadens your understanding. • Yes because using different  languages and different opinions expresses deep meaning of poetry excessively. • Yes you get to learn other languages. • Yes because I understand either languages and I can explain what I have understood to others. 




APPENDIX F: Copies of sample diary entries  
























APPENDIX G: Copies of sample ended answers
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